



























2. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 355 

3. Source: FM-SBD (DHH 21), Quality: A, Length: 
0:50 (“Dear Mr. Fantasy” > “I Need a Miracle” > “Bertha” 
> “Sugar Magnolia,” “My Brother Esau,” “Friend of the 
Devil,” “Deal”) 

Highlights: Jack Straw, Friend of the Devil, Far from 
Me, Cassidy, Bertha, and the whole Dylan set, including 
Jerry climbing behind the pedal steel on several Dylan num- 
bers (beginning with Baby Tonight), and the tour’s only per- 
formance of Shelter from the Storm. Phil is generally a 
highlight all over the place. 

Comments: My tape is an Ultramatrix recording. While 
Ultramatrix recordings have been critiqued as yielding 
inconsistent results, this tape is a pleasure to listen to. 


The Dead basically never played my birthday, so this show 
the day after was as close as I knew Pd ever get. Nonetheless, 
my determination flagged, torn between catching this Oak- 
land concert, where one instinct led, and hiking California’s 
High Sierra with my older brother and several good old 
friends. Finally, Nature prevailed over Crowds and I decided 
to head to the mountains with the (other) boys. On the drive 
out of the East Bay I chafed slightly over whether I had made 
the right decision, but let’s face it, I generally got more 
opportunities to see the Dead than I got to hike above 
10,000 feet with this crew, so I settled in to enjoy the b-day 
weekend. El Destino, however, intervened: our chosen vehi- 
cle (Potter’s vintage VW squareback), despite decades of 
German automotive excellence under its hood, suddenly 
blew the generator as we climbed into the high altitudes. We 
knew we had two options: hike on in and return several days 
later to a very dead VW, or immediately turn around and try 
to make it back to the Bay Area before the car’s power 
drained altogether. As everyone grokked with disappoint- 
ment our likely need to just turn around and keep driving 
back from whence we came, I saw the Invisible Hand at 
work: “Hey fellas, if we’re gonna head back, let’s do it 
pronto, ’cause I might just be able to squeeze into the show 
if we really hustle.” And hustle we did, in time to get stalled 
in the brutal freeway traffic approaching the venue. Pleading 
speed, I ate my medicinals, hopped on out, and started hoof- 
ing past all the unmoving cars on my way to showtime. Sud- 
denly I was spied by a CHP motorcycle cop, who sped in my 
direction, collared me, and threatened me with arrest and 
the night in jail—at my “birthday” show no less! He made 
me sweat for quite a while, and as I pondered his attitude, 
simple twists of fate, and my upcoming trip in the soon-to- 
be-booked county accommodations, he finally had a change 
of heart, loosening his iron grip on the lower law and letting 
me run the rest of the way in the verboten breakdown lane. 

Yee haw—nothing like that kind of day to make a fella 
ready for a Good OI’ Grateful Dead show! Within minutes 
I had achieved parking lot entry, found myself a half-price 
ticket, and waltzed into the stadium just as the band started 
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ripping out a smoking “Jack Straw”—which, strangely, is 
right about where my medium-term memory loss comes in. 
One of my last clear memories is feeling like I was emerging 
from the birth canal as I was funneled through the tight 
entryway into the stadium Dead Zone. High atop the upper 
ramparts of Oakland Stadium wasn’t the same kind of “See- 
ing All in Comfort” that I expected from the glorious Sierra 
mountain range, but hell, it felt pretty exhilarating all the 
same. 

There is some really good music on this tape, which 
some consider one of the best shows of the year. Lesh comes 
out flexing muscle straight out of the blocks, and the band’s 
right there with him. “Jack Straw” just made you glad to be 
alive, followed by a nice “Half-Step” punctuated by an 
unusually long chorus of “across the lazy river.” “Brother 
Esau” holds further opportunities for Phil to lay down sonic 
depth charges. “Friend of the Devil” is marred by flubbed 
verses—Garcia gets his $20 snagged back before he’s even 
borrowed it—but is otherwise an excellent version, with 
Phil again reinventing his approach in most satisfying fash- 
ion. The cowboy tunes romp, and “Far from Me” smokes 
smooth, with Brent’s keyboard work mixed high, as it is all 
night. A fine “Cassidy” features Phil dancing fresh melodic 
lines around familiar themes, and “Deal” closes out a 
bouncy and quite acceptable first set. 

“Hell in a Bucket” > “Scarlet” is an unusual offering to 
open the second set, though it’s always a bit disappointing 
to be denied the full jam into “Fire” out of “Scarlet.” “Play- 
ing in the Band” takes you right back to outer space, 
though, and on toward the land of mystic percussion, which 
drops into a high-energy post-“Drums” zone. Plenty of 
rough transitions, of which the intro to “Mr. Fantasy” is the 
most glaring—just can’t seem to find the One Drop here, 
folks. And as usual, no one can quite simultaneously agree 
on the “Uncle John’s” lyrics, although this is more glaring 
on video than audio. “Bertha,” a relatively rare post- 
“Drums” offering, almost gets pushed off track by the very 
exuberance that makes this tape so fun to listen to, and the 
“Sugar Mags” closer gives a final booty-boogie-woogie. 

The set with Dylan is lots of fun, if a bit loosely 
arranged. My personal faves are “The Times They Are A- 
Changin’,” “Baby Tonight,” “Baby Blue,” and “Shelter 
from the Storm.” There’s just something natural about the 
Dead as Dylan’s backing band, and it makes you wonder 
why it didn’t happen more often. Alas. 

One could easily nitpick this show, if so inclined: numer- 
ous vocals are flubbed if not downright butchered; arrange- 
ments are stumbled over; the Dylan material seems like it 
would have been a whole lot tighter and less tentative if 
they’d rehearsed another week; and frankly, watching a bit 
of it on video makes it all seem a little less powerful 
(hmm . . .). The sound quality is excellent, however—trans- 
parent and nondistracting—and the overall vibes quite 
good. All that entered into the record, this tape is quite 
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sweet, and a gas to turn up loud and do your thing to. All in 
all, it’s a keeper. 


ADAM BAUER 


Q 7/26/87 
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Anaheim Stadium, Anaheim, CA 


Set 1: Iko Iko, New Minglewood Blues, Tons of Steel 
West L.A. Fadeaway, When I Paint My Masterpieces 
Mexicali Blues, Bird Song > Promised Land i 
Set 2: Shakedown Street, Looks like Rain, Terrapin Sta- 
tion > Drums > Space > The Other One > Stella Blue > 
Throwing Stones > Not Fade Away 

Set 3: Mr. Tambourine Man*, Dead Man*, Maggie’s 
Farm*, Simple Twist of Fate*, Watching the River 
Flow*, Its All Over Now, Baby Blue*, Chimes of Free- 
dom*, Queen Jane Approximately*, Stuck Inside of 
Mobile (with the Memphis Blues Again)*, Ballad of a 
Thin Man*, Rainy Day Women #12 & #35*, Gotta 
Serve Somebody*, All Along the Watchtower* 

Encore: Touch of Grey*, Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door* 


Personnel: * With Bob Dylan 

1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 3:30 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A-, Length: 3:30 

3. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 17), Quality: A, Length: 
0:35 (“Shakedown Street,” “Truckin” > 
“Throwing Stones”) 

4. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 29), Quality: 

- y: A, Length: 

0:35 (“Shakedown Street,” = 
“Throwing Stones”) 

Highlights: Bird Song, The Other One, Mr. Tambouri 
Man, All Along the Watchtower cy ES 


“Drums,” 


“Truckin?” > “Drums,” 


The tapes of the Dead’s sets for this date were surprisingly 
hard to find; although a soundboard of the Dylan set has 
circulated for years, all that circulates of the other two sets 
are AUDs, stealth AUDs at that, as Dylan did not allow a 
taping section for these shows. (All the more ironic that the 
only board available is his set.) This show, the last of five 
stadium Dylan-Dead pairings, is arguably the best played; a 
comparative listen to the other dates shows the band 
becoming increasingly comfortable in their roll as backup 
Musicians. Compared to other Dylan backups, such as Tom 
Petty and the Heartbreakers, the Dead prove to be the most 
sympathetic and in tune with the Dylan repertoire, their 
years of familiarity with many of these tunes very evident 
eee gets out of the gate quickly with an energetic 
A o and never looks back. “Mexicali Blues” and 
= Song” in particular are very well jammed out. Set 2 
wise begins strongly, with a lengthy “Shakedown Street” 
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leading the way. A well-jammed “Other One” out of 
“Space” leads to a fine finale, with “Not Fade Away” end- 
ing the set with an exclamation point. The Dylan set leads 
off with the only “Mr. Tambourine Man” played together 
and really begins to gel with “Watching the River Flow.” 
Dylan’s vocal “stylings” for this tour were of the blues: 
shouter ilk, very effective on some tunes, such as “Serve 
Somebody,” and detracting from others, such as “Chimes of 
Freedom.” “Gotta Serve Somebody,” “All Along the 
Watchtower,” and the “Knockin’” encore were all featured 
on the Columbia Records Dylan and the Dead release. 


DENNIS DONLEY 
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Red Rocks Amphitheater, Morrison, CO 


Set 1: Cold Rain and Snow > Little Red Rooster, Tons 
of Steel, High Time, When I Paint My Masterpiece, 
When Push Comes to Shove, Let It Grow 


Set 2: Crazy Fingers > Samson and Delilah, Ship of 
Fools, Playing in the Band > China Doll > Drums > 
Space > All Along the Watchtower > Goin’ Down the 


Road Feelin’ Bad > Around and Around > Sugar Mag- 
nolia 


Encore: Black Muddy River 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 2:15 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A, Length: 2:15 

Highlights: Tons of Steel, When I Paint My Masterpiece. 
Crazy Fingers, Playing in the Band > China Doll i 


Red Rocks shows were always a special treat! The setting is 
hard to imagine unless you’ve been there . . . giant red boul- 
ders forming a natural amphitheater high in the foothills of 
the Rockies with Denver behind the stage in the distance. 
And the boys always seemed extra inspired when they 
played here. Little did we realize this run of shows would be 
the last to be played here due to overzealous security and 
large crowds without tickets. 

The first show of the run seemed to be the weakest to 
me, but that’s not really a complaint, just a comparison. The 
first set opens with “Cold Rain,” probably inspired by the 
typical rainshower that preceded the show. It gets things off 
to a rockin’ start, and there’s a playfulness to Jerry’s vocals. 
It combines well with “Rooster,” and I’m very surprised at 
how good Bobby’s slide solo is. Listening to the tape brings 
back fond memories of Brent when he lays into “Tons of 
Steel,” a tune I only saw a few times. “High Time” is always 
welcome and here high over Denver is no exception. The 
first set also features a nice “Masterpiece.” “Push Comes to 
Shove” has only been in the repertoire less than a year when 





